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Chapter 1 - Angelique’s Fantasy 


| 


Calgary, Canada, the late 21st century. 


Angelique turned off the computer and headed for bed. Her mind was 
racing a mile a minute. Her heart beat hard with butterflies in her 
stomach. Her new boyfriend had boldly told her his innermost 
fantasies, as she opened up to him. He aroused her with his 
confidence and sheer honesty. She had a lot to talk about with her best 
friend. 


The following afternoon, Angelique left work early, leaving her assistant 
in charge. She grabbed the company credit card and headed for the 
mall. Heather sat at a table in the centre of the food court, munching on 
Chinese takeaway and a chilled fruit smoothie. She waved at 
Angelique, who sat opposite her. 


“Go get something to eat. | feel bad eating in front of you.” 


Angelique returned with a muffin and coffee. After eating quietly, she 
broke the silence. “How are you feeling?” 


Heather glared down silently. She was a chubby Hispanic woman in 
her late 50s, with short, black hair. Had she been in a happier mood, 
she might have looked more attractive and confident. But life had dealt 
her cruel misfortunes of late. 


Angelique put her hand on Heather’s. Heather looked up, startled. 
“Hmmm?” 


“I said, how are you feeling?” 


“Like shit. And you told me life gets better. It doesn’t. | feel like I’ve 
wasted the past 20 years.” 


“But it does, Heather. I’ve been there and done that. | felt despairing 
and suicidal after my divorce.” 


“Yeah, | remember.” 


“But after a year, | was happier without Jim and lve never looked 
back.” 


Heather regarded her friend sceptically. “But you’ve never had a stable 
relationship these past 13 years, have you?” 


Angelique nodded ruefully. “True, that. But still, 'm happier being alone 
than in a toxic relationship. At least it leaves me with the possibility of 
finding the right man.” 


Heather nodded. “I know you've had a lot of fun since then - including 
with my husband.” 


Angelique smiled warmly. “That was kind of you, it helped me cope with 
the pain.” 


Heather shrugged. “There’s nothing | wouldn’t do for you. | Know you’d 
do the same for me. You'd think a threesome would make Robert 
satisfied. But no, we weren’t manly enough.” 


Angelique said, “At least you know it wasn’t your fault. And as you 
know, there’s nothing | wouldn't do for you either.” 


Heather looked down bitterly. “Anyway, | don’t want to talk about 
romance, I’ve got enough worries. Robert has a good lawyer and the 
prenuptial ensures | won’t get a pretty penny. | could live on the streets. 
lm already sleeping in the restaurant. But the lawyer reckons Robert 
owns that as well - despite me slaving away for 15 years in that 
business.” 
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Angelique looked gravely at her best friend. “Stop saying that. I’ve told 
you you can stay in my apartment.” 


Heather snorted. “You’ve certainly got the room.” 


Angelique owned a large house behind Heather’s restaurant. It was a 
rundown building, unused, that Angelique had bought dirt cheap. She 
used her meagre savings to build a secure fence around it and 
renovate several spacious rooms. It was far bigger than it needed to 
be, but was still much cheaper than buying or renting a small house in 
a residential area. “I'll clear out a space for you. There’s no way in hell 
I'd ever leave you homeless.” 


Heather shrugged. “Whatever. Anyway, how are you going?” 


Angelique had a euphoric glint in her eye. Heather smiled slowly, 
relieved for a distraction. “Oh my gosh, you’ve met someone, haven’t 
you?” 


She slowly nodded, with a guilty smile. “He’s about 12 years younger 
than me. A single dad. He’s cute and I think he could be the one.” 


Over the next 20 minutes, the ladies talked about the new love interest. 
Heather looked at photos of him. He looked okay. She felt a pang of 
jealousy, but was happy for her friend. Heather finally said, “How sure 
are you he’s the one?” 


Angelique looked wistful. “I’m not sure, but | have feelings for this man 
like I’ve never felt before, not even for Jim. | dread the thought of dying 
alone. Having him might be the perfect way to go off into the sunset.” 


Heather gazed for a moment. “Well let me know how it goes. If he turns 
out to be a great guy, I’d love to meet him.” 
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“Well we shared our fantasies. He told me he wanted a harem.” 
Heather went wide-eyed in horror. But Angelique continued. “So | 
asked him if he wanted a threesome. He told me he did.” 


Heather gulped. “So what did you say?” 
“| asked if he wanted it with a fat girl or a thin girl. He said two fat girls.” 


Heather’s expression changed to a slight smile, but Angelique couldn’t 
tell if it was amusement, mockery or arousal. “Threesomes can be 
quite intense.” 


“Indeed,” said Angelique. “The man is easily satisfied and falls asleep. 
Then me and the woman go at it for a few more rounds. Then he asked 
if | was bisexual.” 


Heather said, “Well are you?” 


“Not really. | mean, | guess | am, if | enjoy sex with women. But I’ve 
never worn that label and | could never do without men.” 


Heather nodded. “Same here. Look, | don’t even know this guy, I’m 
definitely not in the mood for sex at the moment. So maybe find a 
pretty young thing for your man. Just hope he doesn't fall for her.” 


Angelique sighed in disappointment. She had hoped if there was to be 
a threesome, surely Heather would lend a hand. Heather had done it 
with her several times before, so why not now? And she trusted her 
more than anyone else. It would be too risky with another woman. But 
she hoped, deep down, to change Heather’s mind. 
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Angelique sat at the airport, her stomach tensed. Since discussing their 
fantasies, they both felt embarrassed of discussing it afterwards, 
fearing the other might not have been serious. So in the midst of 100 
other topics, it was put on the back burner. Yet, she knew a threesome 
would be fun. She was just uncertain who to ask. Heather didn't seem 
keen, and she feared offending her other friends by asking. 


And then, the gates opened. Out walked Joel, accompanied by his son 
and daughter. A mixture of stress and excitement flooded over her. The 
children snickered as the two lovebirds embraced. 

“I’m so glad you made it safely,” said Angelique. 

“I’m so glad you didn’t stand me up,” said Joel. 

They stared at each other, relishing the moment. It was interrupted by 
an “ahem.” The children looked embarrassed. Angelique snapped out 
of her trance. “And you must be the beautiful Bessie,” she said, 
hugging the eight year-old girl. 

“Hi, Aunty Angelique,” she said quietly. 

“And you must be Jason. Aren’t you a handsome young man,” she 
said, hugging the twelve year-old boy. He winced at her affection and 


awkwardly returned the hug. 


“You must be famished after the long flight from Australia,” said their 
prospective stepmother. 


The children nodded. Joel said, “They fed us a chicken and rice dinner, 
but that was three hours ago. We'll be okay for now.” 
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Angelique said, “Well its 6 p.m. here in Canada, and it’s my dinner 
time. Go on, what’s an extra bite to eat? And you might as well get 
used to Canadian time.” 


“Good point, | won't argue with that,” said Joel. 


“Plus | want to eat at this cafe, owned and run by my best friend. She’s 
struggling to keep her head above water.” 


“Is that Heather?” asked Joel. 


“Yes. You remembered, darling.” They embraced again. The children 
rolled their eyeballs. 


The four of them exited the airport and jumped aboard a hover car. 
Angelique barked a few orders and the vehicle took off. The three 
Australians looked wide-eyed at the sprawling city below. 


Bessie looked at Angelique. “This city is so depressing.” 


Angelique forced a smile. “Why do you say that, darling? Surely 
Australia has places just like this.” 


Bessie said, “Yes, it’s the same there. Derelict houses everywhere.” 
“It’s like this all over our planet,” added their dad. 
“And why, exactly?” asked Jason. 


Joel replied, “Population decline. Cities were once places where people 
bitterly competed for housing, jobs, real estate and development. The 
cost of living got so ridiculously high that people stopped having 
children. Powerful elites and people with too much time on their hands 
encouraged divisions between different races and cultures, between 
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men and women, and between rich and poor. They created mistrust 
between everyone, thinking it'd be easier to control people. Instead, 
they got a dysfunctional, failed state. Birth rates plummeted, and have 
steadily shrunk our populations the past century and a half. Old people 
used to live in retirement, from taxes gained by a strong, young 
workforce. Now there’s simply not enough people to pay their taxes, so 
we work until we die, or get robots to do human work. Despite most of 
the world being under the same government - including Australia and 
Canada - society is still greatly divided.” 


“Doesn't sound like we have much of a future,” said his son. 


Joel replied, “On the contrary, in every chaotic crisis, there’s lots of 
opportunities to take advantage of. This is precisely why we need to 
network with others, and take what opportunities come our way. And 
when millions of men have renounced marriage and relationships, it’s 
important to find a spouse.” 


Angelique smiled fondly at the father educating his children. Then she 
stroked him on the arm. “We're nearly there.” 


They looked outside. A cafe with neon lights was shining. It was a 
1950s-themed diner restaurant. The hover car landed. They left their 
luggage in her spacious home and headed for the eating house. 


They walked through the entrance and were greeted by the smell of 
hotdogs, hamburgers and fries. A robotic female in roller skates and a 
1950s dress was serving customers. A male robot in blue jeans and a 
black leather jacket was taking orders. Two robot chefs were busy in 
the kitchen. And there at the counter, was Heather. She looked 
stressed and exhausted. “Hi babes,” she said to Angelique. “And this 
must be your man. Hello, handsome,” she added with a cheeky smile. 


“Delighted to meet you,” said Joel. 
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“A table for four,” said Angelique. 
“Grab your usual spot,” said Heather. 


They followed Angelique to a nice corner near the kitchen, where the 
robots were working frantically on orders. Eventually, a robot took their 
orders: chicken schnitzels for the adults and burgers and fries for the 
children. 
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Chapter 2 - The Work Assignment 


Over the next month, Angelique and Joel enjoyed their fairytale 
romance. They went on regular dates and outings, with Heather as the 
babysitter. Heather felt both jealous and happy for her friend. She just 
wished the same would happen to her. 


Angelique enjoyed living with both her boyfriend and best friend. And 
the fact that Joel and Heather got on well was an added bonus. In fact, 
she dreaded the day Heather would move out. She needed a man 
around and Joel had clearly found his forever home. But she also 
craved the female companionship of Heather. Their regular girl-talk and 
shopping trips together, could be done with any other female friend. But 
having someone in the late evenings was extra special. She also knew 
how much it helped Heather to have a loving, supportive family to go 
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home to every night. And while Joel was not Heather’s husband, she 
sort of looked or related to him that way, albeit subconsciously. She 
went to him for advice and asked his help with mechanical problems or 
heavy objects. 


They went through a few storms over the second month. Heather was 
forced to sell her robots to cover legal fees and keep her business 
afloat. Angelique forced Joel to work full-time as Heather’s right hand 
man. The children were offered a bit of pocket money to serve 
customers. Heather and Joel grew closer, although Heather was 
determined not to let it go beyond platonic friendship. There was no 
way in hell she’d betray her bestie. Yet she couldn’t deny occasional 
feelings for him. He was becoming her rock. 


In that second month, Angelique returned from work, looking 
depressed. “What’s wrong?” asked Joel. 


“They had to let a few people go.” 

“But... is your job secure?” 

“Not really. Well, not unless | go on a three-month training program and 
upgrade to a manager. | told the boss I’d give her my answer tomorrow 
morning.” 

Joel shrugged. “Then do the three-month training course.” 

Angelique sighed in annoyance. “It’s in San Francisco.” 

Joel went wide-eyed. “Oh.” He stood there awkwardly, saying nothing. 
He was unsure whether or not to give her his blessing to disappear for 
a quarter of a year. Angelique looked at him to guage his reaction. But 


she was also uncertain. 
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That night at dinner, the children chatted incessantly, but the adults 
quietly contemplated a myriad of challenges. After they finished, Joel 
spoke. “We're in a rather chaotic, challenging place in our lives. It won't 
last forever. But there are some hurdles to overcome to get to the next 
stage. lIl definitely miss you for three months. But if it gives you secure 
work, then do it as a one-off.” 


Angelique looked at Joel in admiration. “Thank you, dear.” 


Joel said, “I believe in you. You'll be fine. And we'll be fine too,” he 
added, looking at Heather and the children. 


Angelique and Heather smiled at Joel in awe. It was as if a black cloud 
lifted off and flew away. He had an uncanny ability to make them happy 
on bad days. His cheerful disposition was a much-needed relief from 
Heather’s current drudgery of divorce and possible bankruptcy. 


The next morning, Angelique double-checked Joel was still okay with 
her leaving. He assured her he’d be fine. Yet she feared it might 
damage their relationship and they’d grow apart. 


Angelique also thought of someone else - Heather. She had an anxiety 
attack. Heather had always been her friend. But she was growing more 
attached to her. Heather had told her how keen she was to get a 
boyfriend and move in with him. She had met more than a few eligible 
men recently, but Angelique dissuaded her from dating them. The truth 
is, she was sabotaging these potential relationships because she 
wanted Heather around. Now with her gone, Heather would likely find 
someone and move on with her life. She wasn’t sabotaging her dating 
life just for selfish reasons - she also felt most men just wanted to use 
her then dump her. 


In the late 21st century, a record number of men had renounced 
marriage and relationships in favour of sex with robots, shaped like 
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women. Some women also opted for male-bots, but most preferred a 
connection with a real person. Some women opted for lesbian 
relationships, or sharing the same man. Man-sharing left record 
numbers of women either jealous and in unstable relationships, or the 
secret mistress of some commitment-phobic guy who took her for 
granted. 


Angelique contemplated these social problems as she left for work. 
Then she had an idea. She found a quiet spot in the bus and dialled 
Joel. “Listen, honey, | know it'll be lonely while I’m away. So | want you 
to sleep with Heather regularly and take her out on dates, okay?” 


Joel's heart beat hard in this surreal moment. So she was serious 
about threesomes and sharing him. Yet it sounded too good to be true. 
“Yes, dear. But | hope you won't feel jealous.” 

“Jealous? No way. She’s going through a horrible divorce. | can’t be 
there for her. So you owe it to her. Take her to the movies, or special 
places. Make her feel beautiful and cherished.” 


“Okay, babe. Anything for you.” 


“This is my best friend we’re talking about. So you better give her 
nothing but your very best.” 


“Absolutely. | love you.” 


Angelique then phoned Heather. “Listen, Heather, | need to ask you a 
huge favour.” 


“Of course, Angelique. l'Il do anything for you.” 
“Excellent. | want you to take care of Joel while I’m away, for the whole 


three months.” 
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There was an awkward pause. “Take care of him, how?” 


“Oh, you know, much the same way that we’ve been taking care of him 
- clean the house, cook him meals, and anything he needs.” 


“Yes, of course.” 
“And there’s something else | want you to do for him.” 


Heather felt butterflies in her stomach. “Whatever you want, 
Angelique.” 


“| need you to sleep with him every night and give him sex or a blowjob 
whenever he asks for it.” Angelique silently giggled to herself at the 
casual, matter-of-factly way she said it. 


Heather sighed in annoyance. If she spent too much time pleasuring 
Joel and slaving away as his housemaid and concubine, she might not 
find a good man. But she knew she owed a big favour to her best 
friend. And how hard could it really be? It was no different from being 
married. All she had to do was clean the house and satisfy Joel. And 
Joel had certainly satisfied her with his work in her restaurant. Surely 
she could show him some gratitude? He was kind of cute, but she 
really hoped for someone taller, richer, slimmer, and better looking. But 
every time she looked in the mirror, she despaired of such fanciful 
fantasising. And now Angelique had had the audacity to demand she 
sexually service her man - for three months! A big part of her wanted to 
just flatly tell her “no”. But Heather figured she could just pretend to 
have a headache when Joel wanted sex. 


As if reading her mind, Angelique said, “Come on babes, no excuses, 
no pretend headaches or bullshit. Please just do it.” 
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Heather sighed one last time. “Okay, girlfriend. lIl make sure he gets a 
fuck every single day.” 


“Thanks, you're a real lifesaver.” 


And with that, Angelique abruptly hung up her phone, switched it off 
and headed for the terminal, before anyone could change their mind. 
She took her seat in First Class and lifted her feet and chilled, watching 
a movie as the Hoverjet took off. 


Several hours later, Angelique got out at the San Francisco Airport and 
was flown to the prestigious Buckleigh Hotel. The friendly staff ushered 
her into cosy accommodation. She surveyed the beautiful city nightlife 
off in the distance. 


She should have been happy. But she got a pang of regret, thinking 
she’d made a big mistake. She wanted to ring Heather and Joel and 
tell them not to bother hooking up. But it was 3 a.m. and itd be rude to 
wake them up. Plus, if they were sleeping together, she might make 
them feel ashamed and embarrassed. Then things might get weird with 
them. She had no one but herself to blame. She'd ring them first thing 
in the morning and end this threeway relationship. What she needed 
now was a good rest. Before she knew it, she was fast asleep. 


Angelique woke up with a start. She’d forgotten to set her alarm! She 
had 45 minutes to wash, dress, apply makeup, and eat breakfast 
before work started. 


It was the shortest shower she’d ever had. Then she hurried into the 
hotel lobby to register for breakfast. She gobbled down scrambled eggs 
and bacon, then rushed out to the entrance. A Hovercopter taxi was 
waiting for her. She jumped in and applied her makeup as the vehicle 
flew over the city skyline, to her work destination. She frantically racked 
her brain for anything else she might need. Then she kicked herself: 
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she’d forgotten her purse. She groaned. It was too late to turn around. 
She was going to be late enough as it was. Hopefully her supervisor 
would be understanding. Fortunately, the Hovercopter was part of the 
concierge service, so it could be billed to her room. But where would 
she get lunch? Maybe a man could ask her out on a date, or she could 
find a soup kitchen nearby. The very thought made her nervous, so she 
decided fake-it-till-you-make-it was the best bravado to display. 


She glanced at the clock and sighed. A moment later, the Hovercopter 
came to a halt. She stood on top of the skyscraper as the wind almost 
blew her skirt off her body. She walked into the entrance and took the 
lift to Level Ill. It opened and she followed a hallway to some large, 
glass doors. She walked in and put her hands on the reception table, 
looking across at the workers. 


A tall, handsome, well-built man in a suit was talking good-humouredly 
to staff. He appeared to be a leader with natural charisma. She felt an 
instant attraction to him. She didn’t want to cheat on Joel, but the 
relationship was in its early stages, so she was unsure how she felt 
about him. After a few minutes, a blonde chubby woman came out to 
greet her. 

“Hello there. How are you on this wonderful morning?” 

“Tm very well, and thank you for asking. I’m here to see Mr. Krampus.” 
“Is he expecting you?” 

“Yes, ma’am. I’m here about the supervisory role-.” 

Before she could say another word, the woman had walked off. She 


heard the lady say, “Rick, there’s someone here to see you.” 
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Rick Krampus was the tall, handsome man she’d just been eyeing. He 
walked out with a pleasant smile, as if uncertain what to expect. “Good 
morning, ma’am. I’m Rick. How may | be of assistance to you on this 
fine, beautiful morning?” 


Angelique felt smitten. If there was ever a time to cheat on Joel, and 
find a high-value man, it was now. He was taller than Joel, slimmer, 
and obviously very wealthy as the manager of the company team. She 
had, after all, just recently met Joel, who had probably spent the night 
before, banging her best friend (albeit with her approval). But still, it 
wasn’t like she was about to commit the crime of the century. A flood of 
fantasies rushed through her mind as she regarded him. She imagined 
him wooing her each night of her work tenure. One night he would take 
her to the opera. Another evening to salsa dancing, followed by fine 
dining at his favourite restaurant. Perhaps she would never return to 
Canada. Perhaps Joel and Heather would find happiness in each 
other’s arms, and she’d live as Rick’s trophy wife in some mansion of 
an elite neighbourhood. She wouldn't even need to feel guilty about it. 


Her thoughts were interrupted, as the handsome man’s gorgeous eyes 
pierced her very soul. “Sorry, ma’am, | didn’t get your name.” 


Angelique snapped out of her trance. “Sorry, I’m not a client. I’m 
Angelique Dink. I’m here for the three month internship program.” 


Rick’s expression changed instantly. His smile changed to a forced 
smile. Then he stopped smiling altogether. Angelique gulped. He 
pointed to his left. 


Angelique slowly looked over. There was a clock on the wall. She 


sighed. “Yes, lm very sorry. It’s my first morning in San Francisco. It 
won't happen again. | just had a little trouble finding my way around.” 
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Rick stared at her in disdain, saying nothing. He didn’t seem interested 
in placating her discomfort. Finally, he spoke. “Well, you’re only 15 
minutes late, so it’s not the end of the world, | suppose. Just don't let it 
happen again.” 


Angelique’s face was already flushed as she followed him into the 
office. He stopped and casually chatted with two pretty young women 
with thick makeup. She could sense they were attracted to their boss. 
Angelique stood there awkwardly, trying to make eye contact with her 
new colleagues. But none of them even glanced at her. 


Then Rick walked to the other side of the room and into his office. He 
sat down and took his coffee. She walked up and stared at him through 
the glass window. He kept his eyes firmly on his desk, pretending not to 
see her. Angelique felt angry, but still too embarrassed to raise her 
voice. She stood there awkwardly in the middle of the room while 
everyone else had their eyes glued to their desks. 


“Are you alright?” said a soft, feminine voice. 
She turned around. A beautiful young woman with brown eyes, 
olive-brown skin, a long grey dress and a headscarf stood there, 


looking genuinely concerned for her. 


“Oh, hi. I’m Angelique Dink. I’m here for the apprenticeship-internship 
program.” 


The girl’s face lit up warmly. “Nice to meet you, Angelique. I’m Amira 
Foladkar. I’m a bookkeeper. Pretty boring work, but it pays the bills.” 


“Boring work, eh?” said a masculine voice behind them. The two 
startled women looked at Rick. Amira looked fearfully. 
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Angelique felt a surge of anger. Trying to remain calm, she said, “Look, 
Rick, | deeply apologise for being late and starting off on the wrong 
foot. But I’ve flown all the way from Canada and l’m staying in a fancy 
hotel for the duration of the internship - all at personal cost for me. And 
the company handbook says the manager must take all interns under 
their wing during the internship. So could you please kindly direct me to 
my duties for the day?” 


Rick nodded, good humouredly and grinned. Angelique sighed in relief. 
Then his smile faded to a look of annoyance. “In case you didn’t know, 
madam-.” 


“Just call me Angelique.” 


“In case you didn’t know, Angelique, | am a very busy man and | did not 
consent to this inconvenience.” 


Angelique winced at his subtlety of a bull in a china shop. He stared 
back at her with defiance and contempt. He paused just to create an 
awkward silence. 


A smug glint in his eye developed as he saw her face. “And please 
don’t quote the company handbook to me - | co-wrote it, so | know it 
like the back of my hand. Section 8.2 on interns, states that if the 
manager is unable to mentor the intern, he may appoint any member of 
staff he deems fit, to that job.” There was another awkward silence. 
The two ladies looked stressed again. Rick said, “So, Miss Foladkar, 
you've shown great leadership in this company.” 


Amira stared, stunned at her boss. Most staff are overjoyed when told 
this. But not Amira. She usually felt like the most unwelcome person in 
the office. And Rick never gave her compliments. It was too good to be 
true. 
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“So you can mentor Angelique,” said Rick. 


Amira looked daunted, as an amused smile crept up Rick’s face. “But, 
sir, I'm not a manager. Angelique’s a supervisor, so she outranks me 
anyway.” 


Rick stood there, sullen-faced. “Did | stutter?” 


Angelique interrupted. “No, that’s fine, Rick. I’m sure Miss Foladkar has 
plenty to teach me.” 


“Good, that’s settled,” he said, walking back into his office. 


Amira’s shoulders sank. “I’ve got no idea what to do,” she said with a 
desperate look on her face. 


Angelique needed to improvise. “Okay, for a start, just show me around 
the building. Let’s see the fire exits, bathroom and all that jazz.” 


Amira smiled. The two ladies left the room and went upstairs. It was 
derelict, with a fire escape and fire extinguishers. She was about to 
give the routine safety instructions, when she glanced at her intern, 
wiping tears from her eyes. Amira stroked her arm. “I’m sorry, 
Angelique, but Rick’s a real arsehole. | can’t stand working for him.” 


Angelique calmed herself. “I’m not being rude, but why don’t you quit?” 


Amira looked down sadly. “It’s the only job I’ve held for longer than a 
few months, and I need to pay rent for my apartment.” 


“Haven't you got a family to go to?” 
She shook her head. “My family disowned me for not following their 


traditions.” 
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“Oh wow, so this job is your lifeline.” 
“Yeah, I’m free for the first time in my life. Yet I’m too busy or tired for a 
relationship. Most men take one glance at my headscarf and look away 


in disgust. And | can barely cover the costs of living in the big city.” 


Angelique nodded in sympathy. “Yeah, tell me about it. | have to stay in 
a hotel for my whole tenure and it’s going to cost an arm and a leg.” 


Amira opened her mouth then shut it quickly. Then she opened it again 
as if thinking what to say. 


“What are you thinking?” said Angelique. 


“Well perhaps, you could stay with me and pay a bit towards my rent. 
That would save us both expenses.” 


Angelique nodded. “Um, yes, that could save us a bit. | mean, there’d 
be no room service-.” 


“Oh | could provide you with room service,” Amira blurted out, without 
really thinking. 


Before she could change her mind, Angelique said smoothly, “It’s a 
deal. I'll pay half your rent in exchange for you making my bed and 
serving me breakfast.” 


Half my rent?, she thought. Amira’s face lit up. 


“Excellent,” said Angelique. “I’ve already paid for tonight, so I'll move in 
with you tomorrow then.” 


“You can move in tonight if you want to,” said Amira. 
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“No, that’s okay. You'll need an evening to prepare my room perhaps.” 


Amira nodded submissively. She felt overcome with a strange 
compulsion to please Angelique and keep in her good books. She felt 
something arousing and exciting about being a servant to this 
confident, older woman she’d just met. She couldn't quite put her finger 
on it. She was definitely not a lesbian, although she had occasionally 
found a woman whose beauty she fancied. Regardless of being an 
unqualified mentor, she felt intensely drawn to her. 


Angelique and Amira spent the rest of the afternoon on an extra long 
lunch break, talking in a park. They noticed a food truck offering pea & 
ham soup and ham sandwiches to the needy. They both grabbed a free 
lunch. 


Amira did her best to instruct her protege in the art of management. 
They both knew it was a bullshit act and she was just winging it. But it 
was needed to tick the boxes and get her ahead in life. And if Rick 
wanted to do it that way, so be it. As long as she got her certificate after 
three months, and learned the basics of management, she’d be fine. 


Amira found a few courses in management and got Rick to okay the 
payments for Angelique to do them. She also got her to do part of her 
work. This led to both ladies having plenty of spare time for gossip, 
coffee breaks, girl-talk and visits to the shopping mall. 


That night, Angelique badly wanted to ring Joel, but she was too 
exhausted to think. She was stressed out from meeting her toxic boss, 
working with her unqualified mentor and wasting money in a faraway 
city, away from her new boyfriend. She wondered how much more her 
life could get messed up. She slumped down fast asleep on her bed, 
out for the count. 
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Unlike yesterday, she was up bright and early, feeling unusually 
optimistic. It wasn’t so bad after all. Her toxic boss might hate her, but 
he clearly wanted as little to do with her as possible. Her mentor was 
well and truly unqualified, but she was also her new bestie. Living in 
San Francisco might be expensive, but she was about to save herself a 
fortune by living with Amira. And most importantly, she was up super 
early. 


After a continental breakfast, she packed her bags and checked out 
with her two suitcases. She entered work early and who should be 
there to greet her, but Rick. He was happily chatting to one of his three 
pretty secretaries, and he glanced at her. His countenance changed to 
stressed and annoyed as he eyeballed her luggage. 


Angelique paused as they stopped talking and their eyes burned into 
her. 


“Did they kick you out of the hotel?” asked Jenny, with a hint of 
sarcasm. 


“No. Miss Foladkar said | can board with her these three months, to 
save money.” 


Rick snickered. “I was about to say you could sleep on the couch of the 
foyer. Just joking, this place is alarmed at night.” Angelique smiled and 
nodded awkwardly, trying to humour him. Then he added, “Oh by the 
way, Angelique, I’m going to be very busy, with some very important 
clients, so I’d prefer you didn’t bother me at all today.” 


Angelique gave a genuine smile of relief. “Don’t worry, sir, | won't.” 


Rick gave her a smile of relief back and continued chatting with Jenny. 
Twenty minutes later, Amira entered the building. As other workers 
entered, she saw them greet each other warmly, but not her and Amira. 
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She felt sorry for her, being shunned by her family as well as her 
coworkers. She wished she could take her back to Canada and hire 
her there, although that was fanciful thinking. But at the very least, she 
wanted to get her out of the shy, awkward shell she was in. If only she 
could be a confident, happy woman who could attract the right man 
and establish herself as a free, independent person. 


Angelique said, “If you're going to be a mentor, you need to be trained 
in that. Let’s both learn and get qualified together.” 


They spent the rest of the day giggling as they filled out multiple 
courses on the internet to understand the role. 


That afternoon they got a hovercraft taxi to the apartment. Amira 
grabbed both her suitcases and carried them upstairs to her home. 
Angelique was about to offer to take them, but she enjoyed being 
served for once. She noticed one thing about her new friend: she was 
submissive by nature, but navigating into unknown waters. She could 
be moulded into something of great potential. She smiled to herself as 
Amira enthusiastically led her to her home. Angelique glanced outside 
at the beach and the long walkways. 


“Your room is ready,” said Amira. 


She smiled and followed her in. There was a double bed with towels, 
soap and a bathrobe neatly folded on there. “Oh, | like that,” said 
Angelique beaming. “Good girl.” 


Amira smiled awkwardly. Good girl? Had anyone else said that, her 
blood would boil. It was condescending and insulting, just a bit. Yet she 
didn’t feel offended by it. She stared at her guest with a silly smile. She 
had just won her approval and stood taller. 
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Her thoughts were interrupted. “Amira, why don’t we go for an evening 
walk before dinner?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


Angelique was out of her business suit, in large yoga pants, running 
shoes and a loose t-shirt over her sports bra. But Amira still had her 
ankle-length dress and headscarf on. She looked ashamed of her 
overly dressed attire, compared with the other woman’s more practical 
running gear. But Angelique said nothing. 


They enjoyed the fresh air and remaining sunshine as they headed off. 
Amira struggled to keep up with her. Half an hour later, they returned 
from the supermarket with beef strips and vegetables for a Chinese 
stir-fry. 


“So who’s cooking dinner?” asked Amira, assuming it would be 
Angelique. 


“That will be you, Amira. I’m too tired to cook. Go on, cook us a 
Chinese dinner.” 


Amira gulped as a wave of stress flooded over her. “But Angelique, | 
can't. I've never cooked Chinese food before.” 


“Well, you’ve gotta start somewhere. Use an instructional video if 
necessary. I’m going to have a lie down. Call me when dinner is 
served.” 


Amira stood there, stunned. She wasn’t sure if she should be offended 
at her presumption or complimented by her confidence in her cooking 
abilities. She felt stressed and excited at the same time. She 
desperately wanted to please her guest and do what she was told. But 
she also feared messing up the dinner. Nor did she want to keep her 
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waiting too long. She feared Angelique might storm off back to the 
hotel. No, she wouldn't do that, she was her new bestie. 


A quick internet search brought up a cooking video as a robot 
instructed her with the meagre ingredients at her disposal. She found 
her hands shaking with nervous energy. She also felt annoyed at 
Angelique. Why couldn’t she have just asked her to do an Arabic dish? 
She knew heaps of them and could cook them better than any robot 
chef. But she banished these negative thoughts from her mind and 
focused on doing her best for her Canadian visitor. 


While the food was cooking, Amira frantically set the table with the 
finest cutlery and plates. While looking through the cupboard, she 
found a red candle with love hearts on it. Without really thinking, she 
plonked it on the table and lit it. 


Half an hour later she knocked on Angelique’s door. “Dinner is served,” 
she stammered nervously. Angelique didn’t answer, but slowly rose 
from her bed and opened the door, barely acknowledging her. She 
walked over and sat in the seat Amira normally sat at. 


“Very nice,” said Angelique, sounding fatigued. “You even lit a candle. 
Candles are so romantic.” 


Amira blushed and hung her head. That was not her intention - she had 
just wanted to add a little atmosphere. Instead, Amira nodded in 
agreement. Then she saw Angelique look her square in the eye as she 
agreed that candles were romantic. She was about to mumble 
something awkward about it just being a decoration, when the guest 
spoke again. 


“Alright, I’m hungry. Let's try this Chinese dish you've cooked. It smells 
delicious.” 
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Amira smiled hopefully and carried the pan to the table. Angelique 
stood up and grabbed the serving spoon and dished food for them 
both. This was odd behaviour for a guest in virtually every culture on 
the planet. Yet she sort of liked Angelique’s confident, take-charge 
attitude. Amira thanked her and they started eating. 


“This is delectable,” said Angelique, between mouthfuls. 


Amira smiled in relief. “Well I’m glad | got it on my first try. But next 
time, please ask me to do Moroccan food as lm more familiar with 
that.” 


“Perhaps. But | did the right thing by getting you out of your comfort 
zone.” Amira gave a silly smile, feeling good at winning her approval. 
“I’m surprised you're not already a manager in the company. You're 
well experienced at your job, and you’re what, 25?” 


“Nineteen.” 


“Nineteen? Oh, to be 19 again. I’m nearly 40 years older than you. Yet 
young, confident people like you are such an inspiration. | had nowhere 
near your confidence at your age. | didn’t leave home until | was 28.” 


Amira struggled to smile. “I appreciate your kind words, but it’s not true. 
Yes, lm confident in my job, because I’ve been there for over a year, 
but not in anything else in life. | was raised being told my role in life 
was to be a wife and mother, and to obey my husband, and dress 
modestly, or | would tempt men. We joined some cult led by a 
self-appointed prophet called Al-Dabiqi. | was taught my people were 
better than everyone else and the modern world was degenerate, 
immoral and hypocritical.” 


Angelique looked at her sympathetically. “So how did you get out of it?” 
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“I woke up one morning and simply didn’t believe in my culture and 
traditions. | kept it a secret, but continued wearing modest clothes - it’s 
my comfort zone. But | was no longer controlled by my upbringing 
anymore. | had a crush on a high school boy called Chad. He was tall, 
with blue, dreamy eyes, blonde hair and a six pack. He already had two 
girlfriends. So | asked their permission for sex with him, and they were 
generous enough to let me bang him twice.” 


“Sounds like he was quite the stud.” 


“He was gorgeous, although handsome white men aren't usually 
attracted to brown skinned girls like me. But | felt liberated to do what | 
wanted. Yet that’s not why | ran away from home. Shortly before | 
turned 18, my parents took me to visit a family in our community. They 
introduced us to their son, as a marriage prospect. He was overweight, 
overly devout and overly annoying. He had a beard without a 
moustache, which was a huge turnoff. His dream was to leave America 
for a remote village in the Sahara Desert, and marry three more 
women. My parents looked at him starry-eyed. So the day after turning 
18, | got the first bus to San Francisco and did a bit of shop assistant 
work before getting this job through an employment agency. Rick was 
an arsehole from Day 1, and said | only got the job to satisfy diversity 
quotas. My coworkers are unfriendly and don’t know me on a 
first-name basis - I’m just Miss Foladkar. I’m tempted to return to my 
family, but there’s no turning back from progress.” 


“You're very beautiful,” said Angelique. “And you have a lot to offer a 
special someone. You’ve shown great courage in throwing off the 
shackles of your past.” 


“That's only half true,” said Amira. “This year has been a jump into the 
unknown. | wish | hadn’t had my stifling upbringing and knew how to fit 


into society, because | haven't really got any friends.” 
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Angelique’s heart bled at the last comment. “I’m your friend. Okay, | 
know we’ve only just met, but think of me as your friend.” 


Amira smiled. “I already do. But you’re only here for three months.” 


“True, but a lot can be learned in three months. lII also be learning a lot 
from you.” 

The two ladies shared a laugh. Then Amira looked serious again. “I 
want what you've got.” 


“What do you mean, Amira?” 


“I mean, | want the confidence you've got. | want to be free and 
relaxed. | want to be free from the constraints and sexual repression of 
my upbringing.” 


Angelique was about to recommend she find a psychologist for 
counselling. But she bit her lip. It occurred to her that Amira didn’t have 
the money or time for such an endeavour. Angelique was just being 
lazy in trying to pass the buck. In all the years since her children had 
left the nest, it was time to mentor someone else. 


“It sounds like you want me to mentor you.” 

Amira looked glumly. “Sorry, | shouldn’t have asked.” 

“On the contrary, | think it'll be fun for both of us.” 

Amira’s face lit up. Angelique looked down in deep thought, her mind 
racing a mile a minute. Eventually she spoke again. “Okay, Amira, | 
would love to mentor you. But if you truly want to evolve and grow, 


you’re going to have to trust me 100%.” 
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Amira nodded. “Absolutely.” 


“And you need to obey me and submit to me, no matter what. 
Everything | do is going to be for your own benefit. Some of the things | 
ask you to do will cause you some stress, pain and discomfort. But 
they won't harm you. Don’t worry - lIl get you to act like nothing’s 
changed at your workplace. But here in your home, and at a few select 
places, l'Il mentor you.” 


Amira said, “Do what you feel is best for me. | fully trust you.” 


The two women stretched their hands from across the table and held 
each other. 


Angelique said, “I’m tired and about to hit the sack. Let me sleep on it 
and lII think up some ideas.” 


The women shared a long hug. Then Angelique headed for bed. Amira 
did the dishes and tidied up. Soon both women were fast asleep. 
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Chapter 3 - From Inhibition to Exhibition 
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Amira had a dream. She was in ancient Arabia at a busy marketplace. 
Her hands were tied behind her as she was led by a slave trader with a 
rope around her neck, through the streets. She was brought before a 
seated fat woman and her eunuch slave attendants who stood at her 
sides. Other near-naked slave girls stared at her. Her hands were 
untied and her ragged dress was pulled off. She stood there in public, 
stark naked, as the wind blew against her soft skin and people looked 
at her with joy and delight. Then she looked again at the fat woman - it 
was Angelique. But she was wearing colourful Arabic clothes with a lot 
of jewellery. Amira was made to stand with her hands behind her head 
as the slave attendants examined her body. They slapped her breasts, 
butt and thighs, then pinched them. They made her bend over and 
clasp her ankles, as they pried open her buttocks to check her health 
and quality. Her cheeks were squeezed and her mouth opened to 
examine her teeth. Then Angelique said, “I'll buy her.” And for a few 
gold coins, she was exchanged. Then she was firmly tied to a post and 
branded on her upper thigh to mark her as property. 


Just then, Amira woke up with a start. She felt strangely disappointed it 
was only a dream. Most women would be horrified to be sold naked in 
a marketplace in some backward, barbaric place. Yet she found it 
somewhat arousing and exhilarating. Then she snapped out of it. What 
a horrible dream. She needed a coffee. She was surprised to see 
Angelique already awake and cooking breakfast. 


“Good morning, sexy lady,” said Angelique pleasantly. 


Amira blushed. Had a man said that, she would accuse him with sexual 
harassment, or jump in bed with him. But coming from a woman was 
alright. She got a tingly sensation, feeling both sexualised and 
complimented at the same time. 


“What should | wear to work?” asked Amira, remembering her promise 
to submit to Angelique. 
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“Dress as normal, but after work, the fun begins.” 

Amira gulped with a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach. She 
desperately wanted to know what was in store for her. But she sensed 
Angelique was deliberately keeping her in suspense. She spent the 


whole day wondering about her first initiation into the world of the free 
and liberated. 


Eight hours later, the two ladies returned home. Angelique changed 
into casual clothes and ordered Amira to stand still outside her room 
and wait. Amira stood there awkwardly, staring into space. She wasn’t 
used to twiddling her thumbs. She was about to pace up and down, but 
remembered her command to wait. She didn’t want to risk 
disappointing her mentor. 


Eventually, she emerged from her room in a comfortable negligee. 
“Good girl. | see you didn’t wander.” 


Amira nodded meekly. 

“That's a lovely headscarf you've got on.” 
Amira nodded a thank you. 

“Take it off.” 

Amira stared at her, stunned. “Take it... off?” 


“Did | stutter?” said Angelique sternly. 
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With hands shaking, she slowly removed her headscarf and looked 
down ashamed. 


Angelique took her hijab and cast it onto the couch. “Look me in the 
eye,” she commanded. Amira looked up as she eyeballed her. “Undo 
your hair.” 


Amira did so. This time Angelique gasped. “You look so beautiful! 
Whatever possessed you to hide such beauty? You know what, don't 
even answer that.” 


Amira was embarrassed and self-conscious, yet also exhilarated. But 
the next thing out of Angelique’s mouth hit her like a mullet. 


“Take off your top.” 


Amira stared at her in terror. She winced. “But, Angelique, I’ve got no 
bra on.” 


“Then hurry up with it.” 


She felt blood rush to her vagina and a mix of terror and excitement. 
She looked back at her mentor for any sense of doubt or hesitancy. But 
she eyed her coolly and authoritatively. “But... I’ve never done this 
before.” 


“Well you’ve gotta start somewhere.” 
Amira was about to suggest they both get topless together, as she 
would feel more comfortable with that. But she felt intimidated, so she 


slowly peeled off her jumper and chucked it on the couch. She felt like 
a stripper auditioning for a job. 
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She could only bear to bare her breasts for a few seconds, then 
covered them. She saw an instant flash of disapproval from her mentor, 
but still struggled to pull them away. 


“Put your hands behind your head,” she said in a voice that meant 
business. 


Amira slowly did so. She felt an adrenaline rush of sheer humiliation 
and a thrill of sexual energy. 


Angelique said to her, “I bet you feel a mixture of embarrassment and 
excitement.” 


Amira’s jaw dropped. She nodded reluctantly. “You can read me like a 
book.” 


“Yes, | can. So never lie or hide anything from me.” 


Amira now felt extra naked. “But Angelique, can | ask why you’re doing 
this to me?” 


“I’m freeing you from your shyness and inhibitions. Plus you’ve got 
such a nice pair of breasts. It'd be a shame to keep them hidden. The 
only thing | ask of you in return is complete openness and honesty.” 


“Yes, Angelique.” 


“So from now on, when we're here, you're going to be topless, from the 
moment you get home. As soon as you walk through the door, you take 
your top off as quickly as possible. No top on, no headscarf and your 
hair hanging loose. Under no circumstances is your hair allowed to 
cover your breasts.” 


“Yes, Angelique.” 
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“Oh, and another thing: | want you to be a tall, confident woman who 
can tower over men and walk confidently. This morning, while you were 
sleeping, | went into your room and looked at your shoe collection. It 
was pitiful. But | got your shoe size.” 


Amira looked stumped at her sheer audacity and brazen rudeness. 
Had any man done this, she would kick him in the balls. 


Angelique continued. “That’s why | disappeared at lunchtime.” 


She turned around and walked back into her room. Amira stood there 
awkwardly, still with her hands behind her head. She hesitated about 
changing posture until given permission. A moment later, Angelique 
walked out again with a shoebox. 


With her head, she motioned for them to sit on the couch. Amira 
opened the box and gasped. A pair of high-heeled platform shoes 
looked back at her. 


“Stripper shoes,” said Angelique with a grin. 


Amira felt the room going sideways like a seesaw. She took her flat 
shoes and socks off. Then she stared at them for a moment. She 
slowly put them on her bare feet. 


Now came the moment of truth: could she walk in them? She slowly 
attempted to stand up and fell back. Her body hit with a thud. That hurt. 
She was shaken up and wanted to throw them away. But Angelique 
regarded her casually. 


“From now on, when you're home, you have to wear these heels all the 
time, except when you leave the house or when you go to sleep.” 
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“What if I’m cooking?” 


Angelique looked angry and said nothing. Amira gulped, hanging her 
head in shame. Angelique smiled again. 


“| said what | said. When you’re sweeping the floor, cleaning the toilets 
or cooking dinner, these heels stay on.” 


“Yes, Angelique.” 


Then Angelique cheerfully said, “Because you questioned me, you'll 
sweep the floor and clean the toilets - right after dinner.” 


Amira felt a buzz of arousal, so she smiled and nodded. She walked 
slowly and awkwardly at first. She couldn’t understand how strippers 
walked around, let alone danced around in that ridiculous footwear. But 
it seemed to please Angelique, so she did her best to obey. 


Amira felt a strange erotic euphoria in not only being topless, but in 
pleasing Angelique and winning her approval. She also felt aroused as 
her guest ogled her breasts. But she assured Amira she was 
heterosexual, and nothing inappropriate would happen. 


By 9 p.m., Angelique ordered her to cease work and go to bed. She 
was too excited to sleep. She felt enormous relief taking off her heels, 
stripping naked, then putting a nightie over herself and getting into bed. 


Angelique woke up the next morning. She smiled in delight as Amira 
served her breakfast in bed. And most importantly, she was topless and 
in high heels with only a long skirt barely touching her ankles. 
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Two hours later, she was back in her flat shoes, modest dress and 
headscarf. But she was grinning all over. Angelique couldn’t repress 
her joy either. It also seemed to rub off on random commuters in the 
tram. They got nods of hello or goodbye from random strangers, and it 
seemed to put a smile on them. 


Even office staff either gave them a smile for the first time, or eyed 
them suspiciously. Their happy energy made their day fun and it 
passed quickly. Amira could hardly think of anything else but getting 
topless in front of her one female friend. She’d never be nude in public 
or in front of strangers. But with Angelique she felt safe and trusted her. 
She was so glad she had obeyed her the night before and not 
chickened out. But she had surprised herself more than anything. 


On the way home from work, they stopped by a classy lingerie store 
and Angelique bought a few exquisite g-strings of the burlesque style. 
She gave Amira no explanation and refused to answer any questions. 


Once they got home, Angelique ordered her to take off her skirt and 
only wear a red g-string with fringes hanging down from its waistband. 
She felt fully naked. 


Angelique said, “Now open the curtains and sweep the floor near the 
window.” 


“But... it’s still light outside.” 


Angelique looked at her and said nothing. Then Amira looked down 
meekly and obeyed. She opened the curtains and looked at the 
sprawling city below. She was sure no one saw her. She swept quickly, 
then glanced straight ahead. A pudgy middle-aged man in shorts and a 
singlet was standing on his balcony watching her. 


“There’s a man watching me!” said Amira, alarmed. 
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“Maintain your position. Don’t let him know you know he’s looking, or 
you might make him uncomfortable, and discourage him gazing at you. 
Stand there and let him get an eyeful.” 


Amira could barely comprehend the words coming out of her mouth. 
She froze there. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the man’s wife 
coming. She slapped him on the back of the head and he sheepishly 
went inside. Then she glared angrily at her, headed inside, and pulled 
her own curtains across. 


Angelique and Amira burst out laughing. After they had calmed down, 
Amira said, “I hope | didn’t give that poor man a heart attack.” 


“No, I’m sure it was no different for him than being at a strip club.” 


Amira felt horny at the last statement and couldn't help but feel like a 
stripper - except that she was doing it in public, and for free. 


Amira also saw she was getting better at balancing herself in the 
stripper shoes. Her confidence was growing in leaps and bounds. But 
the biggest adrenaline rush she got was the mystery of what Angelique 
had in store for her. It made her stressed, happy, aroused, excited, and 
her heart beat hard. 


The following night, Amira stood before her mentor. Angelique said, 
“I’m changing the challenge now. Take off your g-string.” 


“You want me to go stark naked?” 
“No, not naked. You'll still be wearing your high heels.” 
She sighed and grabbed the strings at her side. 
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“No, not like that,” said Angelique. 
Amira stared at her, waiting for elaboration. 


“Turn your back to me, wiggle your arse, and bend over as you take it 
off.” 


It was bad enough getting naked. But she now had to act like she was 
giving her friend a lap dance. She gritted her teeth and turned around. 


Amira felt extra naughty and erotic, as she mooned her friend and 
exposed her pussy lips and butt crack for her appraising eyes. She 
fantasised about stripping for a handsome man who would then seduce 
her. Instead, she was doing it for a grey-haired, fat woman in her late 
50s. But in some ways that felt even more erotic, wandering into 
lesbian territory. It was so taboo, bizarre and sensual. 


The next day after work, the two ladies visited an art gallery. Amira saw 
some gigantic, life-sized paintings and photos of nude models. Most 
were of women, but there were a few men. The men seemed hairy, fat 
and ugly. She thought they were pretty tasteless. But the women 
looked extraordinarily pretty and sensual, no matter their size or age. 
She was unsettled by how much Angelique seemed to enjoy the art. 
She wondered what was in store for her and groaned. 


Then something startling caught her eye. A middle-aged man and 
woman were walking in her direction. She was sure she’d seen them 
somewhere. Then it hit her: they were the couple in the building 
opposite, who had seen her in just a g-string! 


She stared at them in shock. But then, even more surprising, they 
walked past her nonchalantly, barely batting her an eyelid. It occurred 
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to her that her conservative dress and headscarf completely disguised 
her! Once they saw that, they couldn’t possibly imagine she was the 
live, near-naked woman who gave them free entertainment. She 
giggled silently at the whole scenario. Gosh, she was glad she had 
obeyed Angelique. 


Out of the corner of her eye, she paid little attention to Angelique, 
engrossed in conversation with one of the artists, a chirpy woman 
showing her life-sized photos of nude women over 80. Angelique took 
a couple of brochures from her and put them in her purse. 


Amira tried to prod her for information, but got vague answers. When 
they got home, Amira stripped naked in record time, before Angelique 
had barely locked the front door. Angelique smiled, knowing Amira was 
well and truly embracing her new role as a nude muse. 


Angelique said, “Now it’s time for you to pose for some nude photos.” 
Amira smiled in delight. “Yes.” 


And without being asked, Amira boldly walked to the front window and 
abruptly ripped open the curtains. Angelique grinned ear to ear as 
Amira’s beautiful silhouette stood with the sprawling city in the 
backdrop. 


She spent so much time in front of the window, that Angelique started 
getting nervous. “Alright, Amira. You can delight a few Peeping Toms, 
but we don’t want the whole city seeing where you live.” 


Amira reluctantly agreed. Angelique got her to kneel with her knees 
wide apart and her palms raised upwards on her knees, like a 
submissive slave girl in a harem. Then she did some poses lying ona 
couch, including with her legs wide open. 
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“Can't you spread your legs further apart? You know, do the splits?” 
“Sorry, Angelique, this is as far as | can go.” 


Angelique looked at her in disappointment. Amira’s heart sank. She 
had failed her mentor. But she genuinely didn’t know how to fix this 
problem. Whatever punishment or consequence, she knew she had 
brought it on herself. 


Angelique stood there in silence thinking what to do next. “There'll be 
consequences for your inability to do the splits.” Amira felt sick inside. 
“Take your heels off.” 


She undid them without hesitating and in her hurry, she landed on her 
butt with a thud. Her mentor said nothing and offered no help. Then she 
stood up and submissively hung her head with her hands behind her 
back. 


“We're going to fix this problem,” said Angelique icily. 


Angelique led her into the lounge room. She ordered Amira to sit with 
her butt on the cold, tiled floor, just under the table opposite the TV. 
She tied Amira’s left ankle to the table leg with a thick, irritating rope. 
Then she tied her right foot to the opposite table leg. Except it could 
only reach about two-thirds the way. 


“Ouch! You’re hurting me.” 
“Fine, FII tie them here - for now.” 


Amira now sat in that uncomfortable, unladylike position as Angelique 
went into the kitchen. She returned with snacks and a drink. Then she 
retrieved a blanket and made herself comfortable on the couch, while 
she left Amira tied up. They watched a two hour movie. Amira felt so 
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aroused by this degradation that she didn’t complain or ask when her 
punishment would end. She wondered if Angelique was a sadist as 
well, but she sort of enjoyed doing something naughty like this. Never 
in a million years would she dream of asking anyone else to do that to 
her. She would be too shy and guilt-ridden. But to have someone else 
take charge and force her to do it, ended that problem. She could sit 
back and enjoy the experience. And with a sinking feeling, she 
suspected Angelique knew this and was even more emboldened to 
take liberties with her. 


After the movie, Angelique untied her and ordered her to go to bed. 
Angelique slapped her on the bottom as she turned. Amira’s nipples 
went hard and her pussy swelled red. She was relieved, just the same, 
to plonk her skinny, naked body in the soft, warm bed. She played with 
herself and slowly drifted off to sleep. 
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Chapter 4 - Heather’s Hired Helps 
wr 
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Are you enjoying this book? It’s available for 
purchase at a reasonable price on Amazon 
and Kindle: 
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P.J. Martin is an independent, self-publishing 
writer, who relies on your honesty and 
support. So please enjoy this free sample, 
purchase this book, and do not pirate it. 
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Also available on archive.org: 


Ladies of Life-Modelling 
P.J. Martin 
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Alternative Beauties: 
A Celebration of Female Nude Diversity 
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Women in Fantasy Art 
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By the same author: ebook and film available at archive.org:- 
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